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closed. All in vain the waterfalls sang, all in vain
the silver poplars and the yellow-green pines gave
their shade. No one was there. 1 went at length to
a restaurant to get something to eat. Its door was
unlocked, and I entered a large, deserted room, with
many tables, a piano, and a terrace. No one came.
1 called, knocked, stamped, and at length evoked a
thin elderly lady in a gray shawl, who seemed
alarmed at the sight of me, and in a frail voice
begged to know what I wanted. When I told her,
she said there was nothing to eat except what they
were going to have themselves. The season was
oven Eventually she brought me mastika and part
of her own dinner to the terrace, which overlooked
a luxuriant and deserted garden. And there I spent
two happy, golden hours, I had sought the heart of
fashion,, and found the exquisite peace that conies to
places when fashion has left them. Henceforth I
shall always associate beautiful Kephisia with si-
lence, flowers, and one thin old woman in a gray
shawl.

Greece, though sparsely inhabited, is in the main
a very cheerful-looking country. The loneliness of
much of it is not depressing, the bareness of much of
it is not sad. 1 began to understand this on the day
when I went to the plain of Marathon, which, for-
tunately, lies away from railroads. One must go
there by carriage or motor or on horseback. The
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